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LOVE-EPIGRAMS 


I 


PROLOGUE 
MH ZHTEI AEATOIZIN EMAIZ 
[STRATON: xij, 2] 


Eek not in thefe leaves of mine 
Priam at the altar-fhrine: 
Look not for Medea’s woes, 
Nor for Niobé’s ill throes: 


Nor for chamber’d Itys’ grief, 
Nor for night-cocks on the leaf: 
For of all fuch manner ftuff 
Former bardies wrote enough. 


But the blitheful Graces iij, 
And fweet Eros ye fhall fee, 
Blent with Bacchus; and, I wot, 
Serious looks become them not. 


(3) 


LOST, STOLEN, OR STRAYED 
ty sme v, 177) 


KHPYZZQ TON EPQTA 


Yez! Now, e’en now, the child 

Eros hath, like mad-cap wild, 
Left his couch ere blink o’ day, 
O’er the fell and far away. . 


Ken him by his honey-tear, 
Prattle, light-foot, roguifh leer, 
Pertnefs. Girt with quiver fair, 
Pair of wings his fhoulders bear. 


Who begat him? God it wot; 
Earth, air, water own him not, 
Loath’d by all folk everywhere : 
Look ieft thee too he enfnare. 


Yet, behold him run to ground: 
Bow-boy, your abode is found. 
Now your hiding-place I fpy, 
In Zenophilé’s bright eye. 


(4) 


Ill 


SIMPLEX MVNDITIIS 
OYTE POAON ZTE®ANQN 


[PAVLVS SILENTIARIVS : V, 270] 


O rofe requireth garland; 

And, noble dame, I trow, 
No trailing robe of glory, 

No gem-fet head-drefs thou. 
With thy fair hue no pearl-ftone 

For beauty can compare, 
Nor gold outfhine the luftre 

Of thine unbroided hair. 


The ftone of Inde, the jacinth, 

; Though brightfome be his beams, 
Befide thy cryftal peepers, 

How dim and dull it feems! 


That dewy lip, that manner, 

That honey-blended mien, 
In perfeé tune, is magick 

As the zone of Paphos queen. 


All this un-doth me; only 
There ling'reth in thine eyes 
A look, to foothe my doubting, 
Sweet hope to win the prize. 


(5) 


[V 


LOVE THE MAN-QUELLER 


AIZXOM’ EPQX 
[MELEAGER: V, 215] 


Rithee, Eros, let mine acheful, 
Ever wakeful, : 
Love for Heliodora reft: 
Liften to my Mufe’s ditty, 
Hear in pity 
Her importunate requett. 


For I fwear it, cruel bow-man, 
Bitter foe-man, 

Mark-man at my targe alone; 
1 dare {wear it, by thine arrow, 
Taught to harrow 

Ne’er a heart except mine own, 


If indeed thou wilt purfue me, 
And un-do me, 

I will leave behind me {croll, 
Saying, ‘Stranger, here difcover 
How a lover 

Was by Eros kill’d, poor foul.’ 


(6) 


V 


CAVE CANEM 
ANEPA AYSSHTHPI 
[PAVLVS SILENTIARIVS : v, 266] 
F a mad-dog bite a man, 
Tis, they fay, expected 
That on water he fhall fcan 
Form of beatt reflected. 
May be, mad-cap Eros’ tooth 
Hath fo, at this feafon, 
Nipt my liver, that in footh 
I’m e’en reft of reafon. 
For I now behold thy face, 
Lady, blithe and merry, 
In the mere, the mill-ftream race, 


In my glafs of fherry. 
VI 
HARD HIT 
AHEON EPQS 
[MAKEDONIOS: v, 224] 


Eafe firing, Eros, at my heart 

And liver: be ’t your will 
To hit me, to fome other part, 

For target, turn your {kill. 


(7) 


VII 
PHILODEMOS DEMOPHILOS 
HPAZOHN AHMOY2 
(PHILODEMOS: v, 115) 
Loved a maid of Paphos ifle, 
One Demo: then, if under 


The fpell of one more Demo’s fmile, 
From Samos, why what wonder? 
A third Iénic Demo flame 
Was next my love-diforder; 
No trifle this, till Demo came, 
The fourth, from Argos border. 
Forfooth the Fates, that are above, 
Surnamed me very rightly 
As Philodemos, for the love 
Of Demo grips me tightly. 


Vill 
EROS THE POTTER 
(MELEAGER: V, 155) _ 
ENTOX EMH KPAAIHZ 


N my heart hath none but Eros 
Moulded her whofe voice to me 
Is as honey; Heliodora. 
O my foul, thy foul is fhe. 


(8) 


IX 
TO VTHE LADY GRACE 
TPEIZ EXAN Al XAPITEX 
[ANON. 1x, 515] 


Hree-fold of yore, three-fold, no more, 
The Graces were accounted; 

But with thy birth, fair Grace, on earth, 
To four their number mounted. 


Aliter 


Three were the Graces; thou, as fourth watt born, 
Thyfelf with grace the Graces to adorn. 


xX 


LOVE WILL OUT 
APNEITAI TON EPQTA 
(RVFINVS : V, 87) 
Et Meliffa deny Cupid’s arrow; her whole 
Body tells of his quiver-ful lodged in her foul : 
Her irrefolute gait, her quick beat o’ the heart, 
Hollow bafe of her eyes, mean the wounds of his dart. 


Ye Defires, afore Venus, your garlanded dame, 
Fire this obftinate lafs till fhe cries, ‘I’m aflame.’ 


(9) 


XI 


A COVENANT-BREAKER 
AHOYNE! KAEO@ANTIZ 
(PAVLVS SILENTIARIVS : V, 279) 


Ong time tarries Kleophantis; 
And the third lamp in my bow’r 
Now begins to flicker, wafting, 
And in filence, hour by hour. 


Would the fire-brand in my bofom 
Were extinguifh’d with that light ! 
Would it ceafed to fcorch a lover, 
Wakeful through the live-long night ! 


Ah! how oft fhe fwore by Cypris 
To be here at even-fall ; 

But for man, for god, or goddefs, 
No regard hath fhe at all.. 


XII 
HER VOICE 
NA! TON EPQTA 
(MELEAGER: V, 141) 


E Eros witnefs: lay my choice 
Between Apollo’s lute 
And found of Heliodora’s voice, 
The former might be mute. 


(10) 


XII 
A TOAST 
EXE! KAI NAAIN EINE 
[MELEAGER : V, 136] 
Ill up! Say twice, fay even thrice, 
‘To Heliodora this!’ 


With ftrongeft wine, and neat, combine 
That honied name of blifs. 
Next circle thou around my brow 
That garland drent with myrrh, 
That garland gay, of yefterday, 
In memory of her. 
See from the rofe a tearlet flows, 
The flower to lovers dear, 
Becaufe my fair is other where, 
Not on my bofom here. 


XIV 
ASKLEPIAS 
A SIAEPQE XAPONOIE 
[MELEAGER: v, 156] 


Hy blue fparkling eyes, fair lafs, 
Amorous Afklepias, 

Like the calm, woo every ark 

On Love’s voyage to embark. 


(11) 


XV 


ROD FOR RHODOPE 
YVOYTA! POAONH 
(RVFINVS : V, 92) 
Ain-faced Rhodopé, when I 
Greet her, doth with frown reply: 
When with wreaths I crown her door, 
Wroth fhe fpurns them on the floor. 


Ruthlefs, wrinkling age, make fpeed; 
Hafte, and, where I fail, fucceed. 


XVI 
EROS’ ARROWS 
OY NAOKAMON AHMOY 
[MELEAGER: V, 198] 


Ay, nay, by Demo’s lock of hair, 
By Heliodora’s fandal fair, 
Nay by the myrrh befprent upon 
The door-way of 'Timarion, 
Nay by the dainty laugh that lies 
In Antikleia’s ox-like eyes, 
Nay by Dorothea’s wreath new-bound, 
No longer, Eros, are there found 
Sharp wingéd darts, hid in thy quiver, 
For all thy fhafts are in my liver. 


(12) 


XVII 
DIPLOMACY 


ZNEYAQN El GiAEE] ME 
(AGATHIAS, V, 287) 


Ken to learn if I had got 

Bright Ereutho’s love or not, 
With fuccefs I tried a {mart 
Stratagem to found her heart. 


‘I am off,’ faid I, ‘to dwell 

In a foreign land, farewell ! 
Though I leave thee far behind, 
Bear our friendfhip ftill in mind.’ 
Up the lept, and deeply figh’d, 
Smiting on her forehead wide, 
Till fhe tore the clufters fair 

Of her neatly-broided hair. 


She befought me not to go; 

I, as of perfuading flow, 

With a love-fick look relent, 
Merely nod, and give confent. 
Joy! My purpofe thus was gain’d, 
And her feelings afcertain’d : 

Nay, the boon, that moft I wanted, 
I, as fome great favour, granted. 


(13) 


XVIII 
THE SEER 
EINON EFQ 
[ANTIPHILOS: v, I11] 
Said fo, e’en before now, 
That, when Tereiné came 


Of age, her charm, then fpeechlefs, 
Would fet all hearts aflame. 


But men did fcorn the prophet; 
And yet the day is here, 

Whereof I fpake. But long fince 
She ftabb’d me with her {pear. 


How now? To view her figure 
Is faggot-fire ; to fhun 
Her prefence, care: to afk her, 
Refufal. I’m un-done. 


XIX 
THE FIRST KISS 
EXNEPIHN MOIPIZ 
[srRATON: xlj, 177] 


Hen ’twas time to take my leave, 
Moiris kift me yefter-eve. 
Whether foothly it were fo, 
Or a dream, I hardly know. 


(14) 


Though the rett is well defined, 
And I bear it all in mind, 

Every thing whercof the {pake, 

Or did fond enquiry make, 

But and if fhe kift me too, 

Beats me; for, if this be true, 
Once caught up to heavenly blifs, 
That fhould be my world, not this. 


XX 


ONCE I LOVED 
HPAXOHN’: TIX A’ OYXI; 
[PHILODEMos: v, 112] 


Nce I loved: and who hath not? 
Revell’d: who ne’er revell’d? 
Nay, was mad, and ( God it wot) 
Went aftray, bedevill’d. 
Let be. Into filver thread 
Age my black pow turneth, 
Meffenger of wit inftead, 
As old gaffer learneth. 
When ’ twas fooling-time, we fool’d ; 
But, when fo no longer, 
We fhall grow, by wifdom fchool’d, 
Better men, and ftronger. 


(15) 


XXI 
MOTH & CANDLE 
OY LOI TOYT’ EBOQN 
(MELEAGER : X1j, 132) 
Cy I not aloud to thee? 

‘Soul, by Venus, thou fhalt be 
Ta’en, fond lover, yet, in time, 
Flitting oft mid rods of lime.’ 

Thus I cried. Now art thou caught: 
Caitiff, wherefore weep for naught ? 
Love, the mafter, hath full faft 
Bound thy wings & hath thee caft 

On the coals, and in thy fwoon 
Sprinkled thee with myrrh, poor loon, 
And, when thirfty, fo me-think, 
Given thee molten tears to drink. 


XXII 
VELVT INTER IGNES 
LVNA MINORES 
ECXEI AYZIAIKH 
[MARCVS ARGENTARIVS :V, IIo] 
En cups, boy, will I have ye fill, 
To pledge Lyfidiké; 
Then one more glafs to toaft a lafs, 
Euphranteé, dear to me. 


(16) 


Ye'll fay, I love the former ’ bove 
The latter. By the drink 

Within the bowl, fweet to my foul, 
’'Tis falfehood that ye think. 


Sith I prefer one fuch as her 
(Euphranté) more than ten; 

For one moon-beam hath brighter gleam 
Than all your ftars agen. 


XXIII 


MANY WATERS CANNOT 
QUENCH LOVE 


XOIZA MO] EPMQNAZSA 
(PAVLVS SILENTIARIVS : V, 281) 
Efterday’s wine-party o’er, 
As on Hermonaffa’s door 
I was pinning of a wreath, 
She above, and I beneath, re 


Water from her cup Tgghurls 
Difarranging much my‘cdrls: 
Scarcely in three days might I 
Straighten that which hung awry. 
Yet was I but famed the more 
By the water; for it bore 

From the goblet, whence fhe fips, 
Hid fire from her honey-lips. 


(17) 


XXIV 
A NUT-BROWN MAID 

MIKKH KAI MEAANEYSA 

[PHILODEMOS: v, 121] 

Hyllis is a little lafs, 

Nut-brown; and a curl fhe has 
Crifp as parfley; toe to crown, 
Tender-fiefh’d as thiftle-down. 
And her voice hath magick tone, 
Winfomer than Venus zone: 
Buxom, all fhe gives me yearn, 
Oft demanding no return. 
Such is Phyllis. Be I holden 
By her! And, O Cypris golden, 
Write me down her conftant lover 
Tull a better I difcover. 


XXV 
AMANTIVM IR 
AIKAIAAS AM@ETINAZEN 
[PAVLVS SILENTIARIVS : v, 256] 
Alateé tother night 
Slamm’d her folding-doors e’en right 
In my face. She fpake me rough, 


Alfo wifh’d me far enough. 
(18) 


‘Infult knappeth love in twain.’ 
So ’tis faid, but faid in vain. 

In me infult ftir’d but more 
Lover’s madnefs than before; 


For, whereas I vow’d that I 

Would for xij months ne’er draw nigh, 
On the morrow (more’s my fhame) 
As her bedefman {wift I came. 


XXVI 
PRIMAVERA 
HAH AEYKOION 


[MELEAGER : V, 14.4] 


Ow the vidlet is blowing : 

Now the fpring-narciflus growing, 
Fond of dew; with daffadilly, 
And the mountain-rambler lily. 


Now Zenophilé difcovers 
Beauty, dear unto her lovers, 
Rofe-bud fhe of Peitho’s bowers, 


Primavera’s flower of flowers. 


Meadows, wherefore prank your faces? 
Vain your laughter, {miles, and graces: 
For my laflie hath more favour d 
Than your wreaths, if {weet of favour. 


(19) 


XXVII 
LOVE’S SWEETNESS 
HAION OYAEN EPQTOX 
[wossis: v, 170] 
F S for fweetnefs, far above 
Every other thing is Love : 


Love is firft, the remnaunt fecond: 
Sour e’en honey-comb be reckon’d. ’ 
So faith Noflis. Whofo be 

Dear to Cypris, he or fhe, 

Only ken what manner rofes, 

And what fweets her bower enclofes. 


XXVIII 
REJECTED 
NY= ZE TAP 
(ASKLEPIADES: v, 164) 


Ight alone fhall witnefs bear 
How my friend aggrieved me; 

Niko’s child, how falfe and fair 
Pythias deceived me. 


Not unafk’d, I fought my pet: 
In the like abafement, 

Night, may fhe upbraid thee yet, 
Standing by my cafement. 


(20) 


XXIX 


HIMS ANCIENT & HERS MODERN 
HZIOAOY NOTE BIBAON 
[MARCVS ARGENTARIVS : ix, 161] 


Y Hefiod book one day while I was thumbing, | 
I faw young Pyrrha fuddenly a-coming: 
Cried I, my folio flung upon the floor, 
‘Old Hefiod, of thy Works & Days why more?’ 


XXX 


A REBUFF 
EYKAIPQ2 MONAZAZAN 


[RVFINVS : V, 66] 


O Prédiké; for, by good luck having caught her 
Alone, by her goddefs-like knees I befought her, 
Crying, ‘Refcue a wight with one foot in the pit: 
My vital breath faileth; reftore thou me it.’ 

I fpeaking, fhe wept; but, the tears being dried, 

Her dainty hands privily thruft me outfide. 


(21) 


XXXI 


THE DUENNA 
H FPAYZ H TPIKOPQNOZ 
[AGATHIAS : V, 289] 


Hrice older than a corbie, 
The beldam (many a tide 
Reprieved by death, in order 
To thorn me in my fide) 
Is cruel-hearted, neither 
Is mollified with gold, 
Nor with un-water’d wine-f{toup, 
How much fo e’er it hold. 


But alway fhe fufpecteth; 
And fhould fhe fpy her charge, 
My {weet-heart, caft an eye-glance, 
A fecret one, at large, 
So bold is her behaviour, 
She flaps upon the face 
Her gentle little miftrefs 
Bemoaning fore her cafe. 


Now if, Perfephoneia, 
Thou lov’dit indeed the youth 
Adonis, on our common 


Diftreffful plight have ruth, 
(22) 


Beftow on us two lovers 

One favour. Up! and fave 
My laflie from this crony, 

Ere matters grow more grave. 


XXXII 
AMORIS RETIA CRINES 
KEKPY®@AAOI Z¢ITTOYEI 


[PAVLVS SILENTIARIVS : v, 260] 


Oth fillet bind thy locks? In fay, 
For ftrong defire I wafte away, 
Viewing the likenefs (fo think me) 
Of turret-bearing Cybelé. 


Doth on thy head no kerchief reft? 
Lo! I have fcared from out my breaft 
My wits uncabin’d, to behold 

Thy treffes fair, in colour, gold, 


Or if with veil of filver hue 

Thou keep thy pendent curls from view, 
Lefs brightly gloweth not the coal 

That doth poffefs and fcorch my foul. 


A triad thus of Graces wait 

Upon thy form in triple ftate : 

For me thine every head-attire 
Pours forth his fpecial ftream of fire. 


(23) 


XXXII 
TAKE CARE, BEWARE 
(PHILODEMOS: Vv, 124) 
OYNQ XOI KAAYKQN 
Ot yet is thy fummer ftript 
Of his rofe-buds; nor equipt 


Is thy tender grape with dark 
Bloffom, graceful maiden’s mark. 


But e’en now, Lyfidiké, 

Youthful Cupids aétive be, 
Whetting arrows; and hid embers 
Are but fmould’ring in thy members. 
Haplefs lovers, take we wing, 

Ere the bolt be on the ftring: 

For I augur, as I gaze, 

By and by a mighty blaze. 


XXXIV 
IN THE LIGHT OF TROY 
INMON AOHNION 
[DIOSKORIDES: v, 138] 


Thenion fang to me, anent 
The fatal horfe, a fit: 
All [lium was afire, and brent 
Was I along with it, 


(24) 


Not fearing Hellas’ ten year toil: 
And with your Trojan men, 

In that one fingle blaze and broil, 
As they, I perifh’d then. 


XXXV 
A DOUBLE-MINDED MAN 


ATTEIAON TAAE 
[MELEAGER: V, 182] 


Ell her, Dorcas once, yea, twice; 
Dorcas, tell her even thrice, 
Tell her every thing ; in hie 
Run, no longer tarry, fly. 
Stay a moment, Dorcas, ftay; 
Whither, Dorcas, hafte ye, fay, 
Ere ye learn my heft at large? 
Add to my already charge 
This, nay rather that; I joke. 
Never a word there need be {poke 
Saving this: no, out with all; 
Spare for no thing, great nor {mall. 
Yet my poft why fhould ye be? 
Dorcas, I will gang with ye. 


(25) 


XXXVI 
SHALL I, WASTING IN DESPAIR 
[ASKLEPIADES : X1j, 50] 
NIN’ AZKAHMIAAH 
Rink thou, Afkepiadés : 
Why thefe tears? Why ill at eafe? 
Thou art not the only wight, 
Prey to cruel Venus might: 


Nor is thine the only heart 
Prick’d with Cupid’s whetted dart : 
Like a living corfe, then why 
Here in duft and afh-heap lie? 


XXXVIT 
MEN WERE DECEIVERS EVER 
(QUINTVS MZECIVS : V, 130) 
Tl ZTYTNH 


Hy woe-begone, and wherefore tear 
Thus, & in recklefs wife, thy hair? 
Philainis, from thy cryftals twain 
Why trickle tears adown as rain? 


Was it thy fortune to difcover 

An other fondled by thy lover? 
Come, prithee, tell me: for we know 
Some antidotes for fuch-like woe. 


(26) 


Thou weepett, faying, ‘Not for that;’ 
But fuch denial falleth flat: 

For tongue may err, but eyes, in footh, 
Bear furer witnefs to the truth. 


XXXVITI 

FOR SALE 
NQAEIZON KAI MATPOZ 
[MELEAGER: V, 178] 


Ell him flumb’ring, ftill at reft 
F’en upon his mother’s breaft. 
Why fhould I maintain this wild, 
Snub-nofe, fharp-nail, wingéd child, 
Now in floods of tears, and after 
(Soon agen) in peals of laughter? 
For the reft, it is a froward 
Babbler, keen-eyed, rude, untoward, 
Buxom not e’en to his mother, 
Altogether like none other: 
Wherefore let the imp be fold. 
If fome merchant make fo bold, 
He is welcome o’er the foam 
To convoy his bargain home. 
Yet I hear the urchin cry, 
See a tearlet in his eye. 
Sell thee? Nay. Be of good cheer: 
With Zenophilé ftay here. 


(27) 


XXXIX 


A LOVE-GARLAND 
NAEEQ AEYKOION 
(MELEAGER : V, 147) 
Wreath, a wreath! White violet, 
And tender daffadillies ; 
A wreath of myrtle, interfet 
With laughing yellow lilies. 
A wreath, with crocus fair to view; 
A wreath, which eke enclofes 
The hyacinth of purple hue, 
And lovers’ favourite rofes ! 
’'Tis Heliodora, flowers for her; 
To crown the curls that clufter 


About her temples breathing myrrh; 
Thofe locks of matchlefs luftre. 


XL 
CHERRY RIPE 
NPOKPITOX EXT! 
[PAVLVS SILENTIARIVS : V, 258] 


Ore prefer'd by me, Philinna, 
Is the wrinkle on thy brow 
Than the fap of youth-hood elfewhere; 
And, with ftrong defire I trow, 


(28) 


Liefer were thy dead-ripe apples 
By my ten-fome pickers prefi’d 
Than the firmer, but lefs tender, 
Quinces on fome other breaft : 
For thine autumn {ftill is fheener 
Than the {pring of all befide; 
And thy winter-glow is hotter 
Than an other’s fummer-tide. 


XLI 
THAT WINE-CUP 
EIMi MEN OY ¢IAOOINOE 
(AGATHIAS : v, 261) 


Am no fot: but thou haft {kill 

To make me drunken at thy will, 
By tafting firft, then handing me, 
The cup that I receive of thee. 


For an thou touch it with thy lip, 
’’'Tis hard to take thereof a fip, 

And yet be fober, or efcape 

The {weet wine-tafter and her grape. 


For why the goblet, come from thee, 
Doth terry o’er a kifs to me, 
A{cribing fcent alike and flavour 
Not to itfelf, but to thy favour. 


(29) 


XLII 
NEMESIS 
IMEPTH MAPIH 
[JULIAN, OF EGYPT: V, 298] 
Ary’s lovely, but, I ween, 
Haughty and untoward. 


Juftice, venerable queen, 

Vifit thou this froward, 
But not flay. In any cafe 

Save her life, till, crinkled 
By the flight of years, her face 

Be with crow-foot wrinkled. 
Juftice, may her ‘frofty pow’ 

Venge my tears; her beauty, 
Caufe of this o’er-bearance now, 


Quite her lack of duty ! 
XLII 
A LOVE-LETTER 
POY¢INOX TH ’MH 
[RVFINVS: Vv, 9] 


Ufinus to my {weeteft heart, 
My Elpis, Hail to thee! 

If hale thou canft be, while thou art 
Without my companie. 


(30) 


No longer may I dure my fate, 
[I fwear it by thine eyes] 

To lie unyoked from thee, my mate, 
In folitary wife. 


But ay, my cheeks bedaub’d with tears, 
I feek Koreffos chine, 
Or wend where great Diana rears 
Her fandtuary fhrine. 
But when to-morrow I agen 
Come home, for good and all, 
I'll fly to view thee. Everywhen 
I pray, Fair thee befall! 


XLIV 
CONSTANCE 
NAPMENIZ OYK EPrQ 


[MAKEDONIOS: v, 247] 


Onftance, but only fo in name, 
I thought thee once a jewel : 
Now thine unconftant ways I blame, 
To me than death more cruel. 
Thou flouteft him who loves thy fmile, 
But courteft hard, to make him, 
Who loves thee not, thy flave awhile, 
In order to forfake him. 


(31) 


XLV 
THE GARLAND 
O XTE@ANOX 
(MELEAGER: V, 143) 


Ading is the garland round 

Heliodora’s temples bound : 
But herfelf is, as the fheen 
Garland of the garland, feen. 


XLVI 


PARTING 
ZQNZEO LO] MEAAQN 
(PAVLVS SILENTIARIVS : V, 241) 


Hen time to fay, Adieu ! love, 
I rein my voice anew, love, 
And tarry on and on: 
Me think the parting irkfome, 
More dreadful than the mirkfome 
Defcent to Acheron. 


Thou, fun-ray of my being, 
Out-fhin’ft the day- ftar, feeing 
He lacketh fpeechful tongue: 
On thee, whofe words are fweeter 
To me than Siren metre, 
My life, hope, all is hung, 


(32) 


XLVII 


THE REPROOF VALIANT 
A KYMPIZ MOYZAIZI 
(MOVSIKIOS : 1X, 39) 


Pake Venus to the Mufes nine, 

‘Ye girls muft worfhip at my fhrine: 
Againft you elfe, [, on my part, 
Will arm mine Eros with a dart.’ 
Then fpake the Mufes nine to her, 
“To Arés let your gab refer: 
For we are not the fort of game, 
Whereat this ladkin taketh aim.’ 


XLVIII 
FLOWER OF YOUTH 


IXIAX HAYMNEY2TE 
[MARCVS ARGENTARIVS : V, 118] 

Lthough, fweet-breathing Ifias, 
\ Thy flumbers ten-fold myrrh furpafs, 
Awake! In thy dear hand receive 
A garland; which, if frefh this eve, 
Will fade [thou’lt fee ’t] ere day-break time, 
The likenefs of your maiden prime. 


(33) 


XLIX 


AGATHIAS TO PAUL 
ENOAAE MEN 
[AGATHIAS : Vv, 292] 


Ere mantled is the country 

In pale-green rich array, 
And fhowing all the beauty 

Of fair and fruitful fpray. 


Here, too, beneath the cyprefs 
With fombre fhadow thick, 
The mother hen is calling 
Her callow brood, the chick. 


The fitkin fhrill is chirping; 
The tree-frog finging clear, 
That caroleth his day- hours 
Amid the bramble-brere. 


And yet herein what pleafure 
To me, who but defire 
To hear thy fpeech, or mufick 
Upon the Delian lyre? 
Yea, two-fold is my longing; 
For ’twould be merry cheer 
To fee you, fir, and alfo 
Your child, my honey deer. 


(34) 


For whom my foul is pining: 
But lawyer- work doth part, 
And keep the lovyer diftant, 
From her his tender hart. 


L 
PAUL TO AGATHIAS 


OESMON EPQS 
(PAVLVS SILENTIARIVS : V, 293) 


Ove hath no law in warfare: 
No law, nor aught above. 
No matter what, can fever 
The madling from his love. 


Now, if the cares of law-court 
Detain you as their gueft, 
Me-think no mighty paffion 
Hath harbour in your breaft. 


What love is that, when even 
A narrow ftrait can twin 
Your perfon from the damfel, 
Whom you, for-footh, would win? 


Leander, fir, the fwimmer, 
Bare witnefs to the might 
Of true-love, when he flouted 
The wave at dead of night. ~ 


(35) 


While, friend, you have the ferry, 
And yet would liefer ftay 
With Pallas, after cafting 
The Paphian queen away, 
Let Pallas mind her law-fuit; 
Let Venus bill and coo. 
Say, who can ferve, at one time, 
Two ladies, e’en as you ? 


LI 
FROM HIGH TO LOW 


MHAEN AIAN 
(AGATHIAS : V, 299) 


: Void extremes,’ a wife man faid: 
But, as fome buck or beau, 
Admired, I lifted up my head, 
And proudfome thoughts alfé, 


And fancied that within my hands 
The maiden’s foul and heart 
Lay fafe. But no: fhe underftands, 
May be, the jillet’s art. 
And higher ftill fhe holds her pate, 
And rears her fcornful brow, 
As if, forfooth, to reprobate 
Her doings till to now. 


(36) 


And now the ftern and brazen he, 
The man, flow to be fway’d, 

The once high-flier, fpeedily 
Upon the ground I’m laid. 

And times are alter’d now: for-why 
Before a little dame 

On bended knee I ‘Mercy’ cry; 
‘My youth muft bear the blame’. 


LI 
VIR ET VIRAGO 
© OPAZYZ YVAYYXHN TE 


[PAVLVS SILENTIARIVS : V, 300] 


He gallant, proud as turkey-cock, 
With fome-time knitted brow, 

A tiny maiden’s laughing-ftock, 
Lies low a-grov ling now. 

The brave, who once with violence thought 
Succefsfully to cope 

With feeble girl, himfelf is brought 
To failure pafling hope. 


He falls un-mann’d: in woman-wife 
As fuppliant he wails: 

She plays the man with angry eyes, 
And o’er the man prevails. 


(37) 


Maid, lion-fprited to the core, 
Though righteous is thine ire, 

Lo! Nemefis is at the door: 
Quench now thy manly fire. 


LIIl 


LOVE-TOKENS 
Oi TOAE TO KPHAEMNON 


[AGATHIAS : v, 276] 


Or thee, my love, this kerchief have I brought, 
Befpangled o’er with thread of gold in-wrough 


This quoif lie round thy locks; this mantle reft 
Above thy fhoulder on thy fnow-white breaft: 


Yea, on thy breaft, the rather, that it be 
A barm-cloth, circling and fpread over thee. 


This wear as maiden; then, to bride-bed borne, 
As mother, bear thou many an ear of corn, 


Till I complete my gifts, and on thee bind 
A filver tire with coftly ftones en-twined. 


(38) 


LIV 


A PEDIGREE 


Ti =ENON El 


(MELEAGER : V, 180) 


Hy ftrange if Love, the fhooter 

Of baneful {pit-fire dart, 
With wanton bitter laughter 

Beholds the bleeding heart? 


Is not his mother miftrefs 

To Mars, and wedded dame 
To Vulcan, hence the confort 

Of fword alike and flame? 


Is not the Sea his grandam, 

Which, wind-belafh’d, I wot, 
Roars loudly? With no father, 

No fon hath he begot. 


Hence hath he {parks from Vulcan; 
And hence, as raging flood, 
His craze for wrath, with weapons 


Of warfare dipt in blood. 
(39) 


LV 


OMNIA VINCIT AMOR 
OEAQ AETEIN ATPEIAAZ 
[ANACREON ] 


Ain of Atreus’ bairns Ide fing, 
Fain would tell of Cadmus king ; 
But my lute hath never a tone 
Save for love, and love alone. 
Lately alter’d I my lyre, 
Strung throughout with other wire : 
Yet when I would lief with thefe 
Chant the toils of Heraklés, 
In refpond my lyre gan play 
Love-lore ftill. So, Have good day 
Henceforth, heroes! for my lyre, 
Save for love, hath no defire. 


LVI 


LOTH TO DEPART 
OPOPOX EBH 
[ANTIPHILOS: Vv, 3] 


Rey dawn is gone, Chryfilla dear ; 
And long ago did Chanticleer 
Firft ufher in, with founding horn, 
The envious Lady of the Morn. 


( 40) 


Moft envious of roofters all, 

A murrain on thee, cockrel, fall ! 
For chafing me from home agen 
To join the mob of babbling men. 


At eld, Tithonus, thou arrivett; 

Or elfe inform me why thou drivett 

Thy bed-fere Dawn from out her bower, 
While young yet is the mattin hour. 


LVII 
POT LUCK 
TO ZKY@OX HAY TETHOE 
[MELEAGER: V, I71] 


Weetly glad the goblet is; 

And it faith, ‘Becaufe I kifs, 
Mouth to mouth, that tuneful fhe, 
Eros’ pet, Zenophilé.’ 


Happy ftoup! Now were I bleft, 
If me, lip to lip, fhe prett, 
Draining at one draught the whole 
Contents of my inner foul. 


(41) 


LVIII 
TOO SLOW 
OPOPE TI NYN 
[MELEAGER: V, 173] 


Rey dawn, adverfe to love’s emprife, 
Why flowly now perform 
Thy circuit, when an other lies 
Nigh Demo, wrapt full warm? 
But, when I arm’d the tender lafs, 
Anon-right up thou wert, 
A-fhining through the window-glafs, 
As glad to do me hurt. 


LIX 
TOO FAST 
OPOPE TI MOI 
(MELEAGER : V, 172) 


Rey dawn, to love un-téward, why 
So foon doft thou appear 

About my bed, where, but now, I 
Lay warm, my Demo near? 

O that thou might’ft reverfe thy fleet 
Day-car, and turn to night, 

Thou fource of fhine, to other fweet, 
But bitter to my fight ! 


(42 ) 


For, for Alcmena, once ere now, 
And Zeus, thou fetteft back 

The fun-rife. So thou knoweft how 
To run a ftern-ward track. 


LX 
COCK-CROW 
OPNI Ti MOI 
[MARCVS ARGENTARIVS : ix, 286] 


Owl, wherefore haft thou reft me 
Of flumber-dreams and led 
Sweet vifions of my Pyrrha 
Far from my lonely bed? 


Thus, wretch, wilt thou requite me, 
Who rear’d thee at Cock-pens, 
And fet thee here to lord it 
O’er all my laying hens? 


Yea, by Sardpis’ altar 

And wand, thy night-fong ’s o’er; 
Thy doom fhall be the fantum 

Of him, by whom I fwore. 


(43) 


LXI 
HERO AND LEANDER 
OYTOX O AEIANAPOIO 
(ANTIPATROS : Vij, 666) 
Ere is Leander’s ferry ; 
And here his courfe is fhown 


Acrofs the channel irkfome, 
But not to him alone. 


Here ftood fair Hero’s chamber : 
Here, traitor in the camp, 
On yon tower, now a ruin, 


Was hung the lighted lamp. 
This tomb contains the afhes 
Of both; but ftill it is 
Their grievance, that the whirl-wind 
Once envied them their blifs. 
LXII 
SWEETS TO THE SWEET 
. NEMNQ Ol MYPON HAY 
[ANoNn. v, 91] 


Hee offer of fweet myrrh I make; 

More for itfelf, lefs for thy fake: 
For fweeter far than myrrh thou art, 
And {cent to myrrh e’en canft impart. 


(44) 


LXIII 
MOTH AND CANDLE 
THN NEPINHXOMENHN 
[MELEAGER: V, 57] 


F, Love, thou fcorch the foul fo oft, 

That flutters round thy fhine, 3 
Thou cruel one, ’ twill fly aloft, 

It having wings as thine. 


LXIV 
A RASH VOW 


QMOXA MIMNAZEIN 
[PAVLVS SILENTIARIVS : V, 254] 


Sware fore heaven, O damfel bright, 
To void thee till the twelf-day night : 
In vain. Fore thee [wo worth the morrow] 
Twelve hours me feem’d xij months o’ forrow. 
But, dear, to quell th’ Almighty’s rage, 
Pray that he write not on his page 
The record of my broken vow: 
And foothe me with thy favour, thou ; 
Left haply, lady, I be brought 
Between thy rods, and God’s, to nought. 


(45) 


LXV 
WAKEFUL NIGHTS 
NAZAN ETQ THN NYKTA 

[AGATHIAS : Vv, 237] 


LI] night long I lie moaning; 

And when the morning-glow 
Doth favour me with flumber, 

Brief refpite from my woe, 


The fwallows twitter round me, 
And throw me into tears 
By banifhing that flumber, 
And honied fleep’s arrears. 
Like dripping wells, mine eye-lids 
Keep vigil; and the thought 
Again of fair Rhodanthé 
Is to my bofom brought. 


Ye envious chatter-boxes, 

Huth! huth ! for ’ twas not I 
Who fhore from Philomela 

Her tongue in time gone-by. 


But o’er the fell go weep ye 
For Itylos; lament, 

And perch you over Tereus 
The hoopoe’s rocky tent; 


(46) 


That I may reft a feafon; 
. And haply it fhall feem 
Mine arms enfold Rhodanthé 
If only in a dream. 


LXVI 
UNREQUITED LOVE 
H PATE KAI ZY 


[aGATHIAS : v, 280] 


Nd doft thou, too, Philinna, 

Bear heart-ache, and likewife 
Doft wafte away, and ficken, 

Thyfelf with tearlefs eyes? 


Or t6 thee is thy flumber 
The fweeteft thing, while ne’er 
Thou takeft thought, nor reck’ning, 
Of thy poor lover’s care? 
Like fate, perchance, fhall find thee, 
And I may view at laft 
Thy doleful cheek be-fprinkled 
With tears a falling faft. 
For, in all elfe, if Cypris 
Malignant be, fhe claims 


By heritage one virtue, 
Diflike of haughty dames. 


(47) 


LXVII 
FULL 
ONAIZEY KYMPI 
[ANON., OR ARCHIAS: V, 97] 


O take thy war-fhaft, Cyprus’ queen, 
And ftalk fome other hart: 
For I have no more room, not e’en 
For yet one burtful dart. 


LXVIII 
LILY 
EIOE KPINON TENOMHN 
(THEOPHANES : XV, 35) 
Lily white I’ de be, 

[ \ That thou might’ft handle me, 

And glut my will to reft 

Content on thy bare breaft. 
LXIX 
ROSE 


EIOE POAON FENOMHN 
[anon. v, 84] 


Pink Rofe would I be, 

That thou might’ft handle me, 
And grant me on thy cheft, 
Tis fnow-white, there to neft. 


(48) 


LXX 


THE FIVES-COURT 
ZPAIPIZTAN TON EPQTA 
(MELEAGER : V, 214) 

Ros, whom I keep and rear, 

Plays at ball. ‘To thee, my dear 
Heliodora, he doth throw 
My poor throbbing heart. Then, O 
Take Love-longing, an ’t may be, 
For his play-mate. But from thee 
If thou caft me, I will bear 
Such falfe wanton foul play ne’er. 


LXXI 


HER CHARMING GIRDLE 
AYTH ZXOI KYOEPEIA 
(ANTIPHANES : vj, 88) 

Or thee herfelf Cythéra 
Did from her bofom loofe 
Her charming girdle, Ino, 
And gave it thee for ufe, 
To conquer men by aidance 
Of her ay-witching zone ; 
But thou haft plied it wholly 
Againft me, me alone, 


(49) 


LXXII 
A PANIC 
APNAZTAI 
(MELEAGER : Xij, 147) 
Idnapt. Who, except a favage 
Dare affay fuch deed of ravage? 
Who fo bold to come to blows, 
Drawing {word, e’en with Erés? 
Quickly, lights! And yet, who ftirs? 
Foot-fteps? Heliodora: hers. 
Turn, my foul, unto thy reft; 
Lodge again within my breaft. 


LXXIII 
DEATH, AS FRIEND 
TOY@’ O TI MO! 
[ASKLEPIADES : x1j, 166] 


E Loves, whate’er is left me, 

Is left me, of my heart, 
Fore heav’n, to gain me quiet, 

Difcharge me, art and part. 
Elfe, ply me not with arrows, 

But fhoot with thunder-ftones, 
And, once for all, to afhes 

And duft confume my bones. 


(50) 


Yea, make me, Loves, your target ; 
For I, dried up with care, 
Thefe bolts, and even fharper, 
[If fuch there be] will bear. 


LXXIV 


THE) BITER BIT 
TON KAENTAN MOT’ EPQTA 
[THEOCRITVS: xix] 


N a day that little thief 
Eros this way came to grief. 
He was with his fingers five 
Filching honey from a hive, 
When an angry bee on wing 
Dealt his finger-tip a fting. 
On the place he blew in pain, 
Blew, and ftamp’d his foot again, 
Then to Aphrodité flew, 
To expofe his wound to view, 
Fretful that a fly fo fmall 
Own’d a {word fo fharp withal. 
‘Son,’ with fmiling cheer quod fhe, 
‘Thou refembleft yonder bee; 
For a little lad thou art, 
But canft make men greatly fmart. 


(51) 


> 


LXXV 


ANYHOW 


EITE ZE KYANEHZIN 
[anon. v, 26] 

Hould thy ringlets, O my queen, 

Glifter black as ebon fheen ; 
Should again thy treffes wax 
Yellow as the thread of flax; 
Either way alike, from both 
Beauty beameth. On my troth 
E’en if fnow-white grew thine hair, 
Still would it be Eros’ lair. 


LXXVI1 
THE WATCH-DOG 


TPAIA $1AH OPENMTEIPA 
(DIOTIMOS: v, 106) - 


Eldam, nurfe to Philé, why 

Yap you when I venture nigh? 
Wherefore make my trouble fore 
Double that it was before? 


For your charge is wonder fair; 
And fuppofe I foot it where 


(52) 


She hath trodden, I purfue 


Mine own path-way: that is true. 


E’en to {can that form ’tis {weet : 
Wherefore grudge mine eye a treat? 
Wretch, if goddeffles may be 

Seen of mortal, fo may fhe. 


LXXVII 
A THREAT 
AAMNAAA OEIZ 
[mMoscHOs: iv, 200] 


Aying down his torch and bow, 

Love, on mifchief bent, would go: 
Bullock-drover’s goad he bore, 
Wallet on his fhoulder wore. 


Under yoke he then gan link 
Oxen ufed to {weat and {wink : 
After fowing grains of wheat 
O’er the furrow, Ceres’ feat, 


Eyes upraifed, to Zeus himfelf, 
‘Fill mine acre,’ cried the elf; 
‘Elfe Europa’s bull fhall bow 
Back and fide beneath my plow.’ 


(53) 


LXXVIII 
CAUGHT 


KAYTOZ EPQZ 
[MELEAGER: Xl], 113] 
"En Love himfelf, who flies 
Mid air, a captive lies, 
Ta’en with Timarion’s eyes. 


LXXIX 


LOST LABOUR 
TAA’ YNO TAX NAATANOYE 
[MARIANOS : ix, 627] 
Ither, neath this plane-tree, weary 
Eros came, and fell afleep, 


Slumb’ring gently, after handing 
To the Nymphs his torch, to keep. 


Cried the Nymphs here one to other, 
‘What delay we? Why not quench 
Once for all the fire tormenting 
Heart of mortal, man or wench?’ 
Yet the torch but het the fountain; 
And the Love-maids’ water-pot 
Drew from thence, for bath hereafter, 
No more water cold, but hot. 


(54) 


LXXX 
LOSS OF ARGENT 
HPAZOH NAOYTQN 


(MARCVS ARGENTARIVS: V, 13) 


Ich Socrates, thou once waft loved by many ; 

But, waxen poor, art not defired by any: 
Bare cupboards are to friendfhip poifon, fir. 
Menophila, who fome time term’d thee, ‘Myrrh’, 
‘An abfolute Adonis’, her ‘Sweet-heart’, 
Now ftrangely afketh, who on earth thou art, 
And whence thou cameft. Learn then, to thy coft, 
With lofs of Fortune, Friendfhip too is loft. 


LXXXI 
OPSIMATHY 
O NPIN AMAA@AKTOIZIN 
[PAVLVS SILENTIARIVS : V, 224] 


Ho’, as youth, I renounced with inflexible mien 
Pleafant rule of that gad-fly, the Paphian queen, 
Whilere proofto Love’s bone-fretting arrow, fee now 
Middle-agéd, my neck to thee, Venus, I bow. 
Take me; gibe more than ever, now Pallas the wife 
Hath again loft the apple, Hefperidés prize. 


(55) 


LXXXII 


LET SLEEPING DOGS LIE 
YONQOIE EN NOYAYN 
(ANON. APP. 11j, 170) 
Ong, Eros, mayit thou fleep! 
For, be thy flumber deep, 
’'Tis truce; awhile my heart 
Hath refpite trom thy dart. 
But fhould thy weary breaift 
Awake, forfaken reft, 
With him we fympathize, 
Firft views thine opening eyes. 


LXXXxIil 
A GARGLE 
2TESOX NAEKQN 


(JULIAN, PREFECT : ANTH. PLAN. Vij, 338) 


Hile a fubtil wreath I tied, 

Mid the rofes Love I fpied : 

Him, by either wing be-gript, 

For the nonce, in wine I dipt. 

Then I took the mazer up, 

Drank thereof, and drain’d the cup. 

Now within me ’tis my doom 

To be tickled with his plume. 


(56) 


LXXXIV 


LAUS VENERIS 
| HAY @EPOYE 
(ASKLEPIADES: Vv, 169) 


Weet in fummer thirfty fouls 

~Reckon drink from icy bowls: 
Sweet when, after wintering, 
Ship-men eye the Crown of {pring : 
But ’tis fweeteft, when a lover 
And his lafs, the felf-fame cover 
Sheltering twain, together raife 
Hymns in Aphrodité’s praife. 


LXXXV 
CAVETO 
SEYTETE TOZ[O¢0PON 
(ANON. APP. 379) 


Hun this bow-man as your foe-man ; 
Eros’ wound it hath a {mart: 

And his arrow, to the marrow, 
Pierceth every human heart. 


Aliter 


Hun this archer Eros’ dart, 
Stabbing, hurting every heart. 


(57) 


LXXXVI 


CARPE DIEM 
EIAH NAPOENIHE 


(ASKLEPIADES : Vv, 85) 


Hy fpare thy maiden-hood for nought? 
For ne’er fhalt thou difcover, 

Fair damfel, when to Hadés brought, 
A hufband there, or lover. 


Amid the living only, maid, 
May Venus joys be gotten: 
And once in Acherontic fhade, 
We, duft and afhes, rotten. 


LXXXVII 
LOVE, THE VICTOR 
KEIMAI* AA= ENIBAINE 
[MELEAGER : X1j, 48] 
Am down: thou, cruel deil, 
Tread my neck below thy heel. 
God wot, I am well aware 
How thy heavy weight to bear, 
How to brave thy fiery dart; 
But no fhooting, on thy part, 
Now can fcorch my foul, whofe tinder 
Is entirely afh and cinder. 


(58) 


~LXXXVII 
FIRE & SNOW 


AWYXH BAPYMOXOE 


[ MELEAGER : X1j, 134] 


A! fuffering foul, now frieft 

Thou in the fire, and then 
Incontinent reviveft, 

And draweft breath agen. 


Why weep? When thou waft nurfing 
Unkind Love on thy lap, 
Thou knew’ft that thou waft nurfing, 

To thine own hurt, fome hap. 


Thou knew’ft it. Now; in payment 
Of thy good fervice, know, 

Fond nurfe, that thou receivett 
Hot coals with icy fnow. 


So would’ft thou have it. Suffer 

The pain: ’tis right, poor foul, 
To drink, e’en as thou brewedft, 

His fweet, but burning, bowl. 


(59) 


LXXXIX 


IPSE DIXIT 
A METAAA MOI KYNMPIZ 
[Bion : 11} ] 


Ighty Cypris ftood one day 

Near me, while afleep I lay; 
And fhe led, at her command, 
Little Eros by the hand; 
Like a child, he droop’d his head. 
‘Dear my neat-herd,’ Cypris faid, 
‘Take, and teach my boy for me, 
How to make {weet melodie.’ 
Whereupon away fhe flew. 


On my fong-lore ftock I drew, 
Teaching that I fondly thought 
Eros gladly would be taught: 
How we owe the pipe to Pan, 
How with Hermés harps began : 
How Athené ’ vented fluting, 
How Apollo father’d luting. 
Though I fpake as any book, 
Small regard my fcholar took, 
But anon himfelf began 
Love-lays touching god and man. 


(60) 


Turning teacher, he declares 
Some, his mother’s, love-affairs, 
Till I could remember naught 
Of the leffons I had taught. 

But his love-tales, to my fmart, 
Thefe too well I learnt by heart. 


XC 
TEARS 
AYTOY MO! ZTE@ANOI 
[ASKLEPIADES : V, 145] 


Here, there, my garlands, hang ye, 
Befide this double door: 

There ftay, nor quickly fcatter 
Your leaves upon the floor. 


Ye’re bathed in tears; for fhowery 
The eyes of lovers are: 
But, when ye fee him enter, 
The folding gate a-jar, 


Drop o’er his head my rain-drops, 
That fo, the better fo, 

At leaft his auburn hair-locks 
May drink my tears’ o’er-flow. 


(61) 


XCI 


CONTRARY 
QPPEYTHS ENIKYAES 
(KALLIMACHOS : Xij, 101) 


Pikydés, on the the chace 
’'Tis the hunter’s wont to trace, 
Making ufe of rime and fnow, 
Slot of every hind and roe, 
Prick of every mountain hare. 
If man cry, ‘Lo! matter, there 
Lies a deer already hit,’ 
He will never look at it. 
So my love knows how to fue 
Fleeing game, full cry and hue; 
But, if hart before him lie, 
He doth wing his way thereby. 


XCil 


A TIME TO LOVE 
KEKPOMI! PAINE 
[ POSEIDIPPOS : V, 134] 


Ar of Athens, drip thy dewy 

Moifture of the vine, nor fpare: 
Drip in dew-drops o’er the banquet, 

Whither each doth bring his fhare. 


( 62 ) 


Silence, Zeno’s learnéd fwan-fong ! 
Let Kleanthes’ Mufe be dumb : 

Of our thoughts let fweetly-bitter 
Eros make the total fum. 


XCIII 
LED CAPTIVE 


XPYZH=Z EIPYZZAZA 
(PAVLVS SILENTIARIVS: V, 230) 


Oris, having pluckt a hair 

From her treffes golden fair, 
Bound my hands, as I had been 
Captive of a victor- queen. 


At the firft I fool gan fcoff 
At my chain, could fhake it off, 
Reckoning ’twould not be hard 
To efcape my lovely guard. 


But, whenas I fail’d for ftrength, 
Out aloud I groan’d at length, 
As with brazen fhackle bound 
Indiffolubly around. 

Now my life, thrice ill-beftead, 
Hangeth on a fingle thread : 

Oft I’m drawn o’er holt and hill, 
At my tyrant-lady’s will. 


(63) 


XCIV 
A WRECK 
El TOY2 EN MEAATE! 
[aAnon, v, IT] 


F to the failor on the fea 
Thou lend’ft a faving hand, 
Me alfo, friendly Venus, fave, 
A fhip-wreck on dry land. 


XCV 
TO-MORROW 
AYPION AOPHEQ SE 
[MAKEDONIOS: v, 233] 
: O-morrow I’ll look on thee, fir,’ 
But ne'er fee I the day, 


While this thy cuftom to defer 
Doth grow upon thee ay. 


Thus thou repay’ft my ftrong defire: 
While others from thee gain 

This gift or that, I, thy true {quire, 
Receive but fheer difdain. 

“At even-tide I'll fee thee, friend,’ 
What ’s woman’s even-tide? 


Old age, and vifage, with none end 
Of wrinkles f{carified. 


( 64) 


XCVI 
POVERTY AND LOVE 
KAI NENIH KAI EPQS 
[ANON. v, 49] 
Ros and Need (the pair) 
Handle me badly : 
Empty purfe I can bear 
Eafily, gladly. 
But as for Love, to wit, 
Venus’ hot fuel, 
I cannot ftomach it: 
Love is too cruel. 


Aliter 
Eed and Love difturb my days: 
N Need, I fhall out-ride it 
Eafily. But Venus’ blaze, 
I can ne’er abide it. 


XCVII 


THAT KISS 
KOYPH TIX ME ¢IAHZEN 

[ANON. v, 304] 
9 Hy athe evenfall with lufcious lip 

There kift me one fair maiden: 
That kifs was {weet as neétar-fip, 

Whereof her breath was laden. 
So much I quaff’d that now I can 
But reel for love, as drunken man. 


(65) 


XCVIII 


MOON-LIGHT 
NYKTEPINH AIKEPQ2 
[PHILODEMOS: v, 123] 
Oon, nocturnal queen, two-hornéd, 
Fond of dalliance all night, 


Shine, O fhine thou, through the window 

Lattice-work, with quivering light. 
Shed on goldy-lock’t Kalliftion 

Luftre; for a goddefs may 
Bend an eye adown on lovers, 

Nor begrudge them fport & play. 
Her, and me alfé, [I know it] 

Thou, O Moon, doft blefs us both, 
For thy foul, too, by Endymion 

Once was fired, and no thing loth. 


XCIX 
AU REVOIR 
HOY ATTEAE 
(MELEAGER : Xl], 114) 


Are thee well! Lucifer, herald of day. 
Quickly, as Hefperus, fhow me thy ray, 
Bringing again, and in fecret, that fhe, 
Whom in the meanwhile thou filcheft fro’ me. 
( 66 ) 


FOUND OUT 


NAI TAN KYMPIN 


[MELEAGER : V, 179] 


Es, Eros, I {wear it, by Cypris here, 

To make one bon-fire of all thy gear; 
Both yew-bow, & quiver, & eke the ftand 
Of arrows, benempt after Scythian land: 
Yea, burn up the lot. Why vainly leer? 
Why-turn up that fnub nofe wi’ faucy {neer? 
Why grin like a dog? May be thou wilt {mile 
Tother fide of thy mouth in a little while. 
For verily I will clip thy pinions, 
So fwift to lead folk into Love’s dominions : 
Will rivet a fetter, fecurely bound 
With brafs, all about thy feet around. 
And yet but a viétor Cadmean Ide be, 
If I made my foul a near neighbour to thee, 
‘The lynx nigh the fhippon.’ So off! full foon. 
Go, hard to be conqueréd; take thy light fhoon, 
And fpread thy fleet wing o’er other fome loon. 


(67) 


0) 
DICE-BOX 


MATPOS ET’ EN KOANMOISIN 
[MELEAGER: xij, 47] 


ne a babe in arms, one day 
Early, Love at dice would play, 
Play’d, and gamed my life away. 


CII 
WEARY PARTING 


EY®OPTO! NAEZ 
[MELEAGER : xij, 53] 


E argofies with goodly freights, 
That plow the Hellefpontic ftraits, 
When Boreas with friendly gale 
Hath fill’d the belly of your fail, 
When off the Ifle of Kos ye be, 
If haply on the fhore ye fee 
My Fanny cafting wiftful glance 
This way o’er ocean’s broad expanfe, 
Tell her, ye gallant keels, from me, 
That Love convoys me not by sea 
As failor, but a-foot I fare. 
Thus faying, good news will ye bear; 


(68 ) 


And ftraightway Zeus, his breath dead aft, 
Shall fpeed the canvas of your craft. 


CIIiL 
CABIN’D 
HIOEOIZ OYK EXTI 
[AGATHIAS : Vv, 297] 


‘Oung men have not fo heavy 
A burden-load of care 
As that which we poor maidens, 
The weaker veffels, bear. 


For men are bleft with comrades, 
To whom they may impart 

With confidence their fecret 
Diftreffes of the heart: 


And they have games for paftime, 
May walk the publick ways, 

And lounge where gaudy pictures 
Are open to your gaze. 


But we, denied e’en fun-light, 
Are buried in a room, 
To fret away our fpirits 
In fancies, born of gloom. 


(69) 


CIV 
THE FAIR 
AYTO! THN ANAAHN 
(POSEIDIPPOS, 07 ASKLEPIADES : V, 194) 
Lone the Amoretti 
Beheld thee, jimp and gent 


Eirenion, when from Venus’ 
Gilt arbour forth they went. 


From curl to foot thy figure 
Like marble ftatue fhow’d, 
And, fraught with graces, proper 
Of virgin honour, glow’d. 
Then, taking aim at fpringalls, 
Each Amoret let go 
A quiver-ful of arrows 
From off his dark ftrung bow. 


CV 
HOPE DEFERRED 
QMOAOLH®’ HEEIN 
(ASKLEPIADES : V, 150) 


Iko, houfehold word to all, 
’Greed t’ arrive at even-fall : 
And fhe fware it by auguft 
Ceres, that law-fetter juft. 


(70) 


Yet no Niko. On his beat 

Went the watch-man down the ftreet. 
Was ’t her will to break her vow? 
Dout the lamp, boys, any how. 


CVI 
RIVALS 
NANTA ZEOEN SIAEQ 


(RVFINVS : Vv, 283) 
LI things about thee I adore, 
Excepting this, which I abhor : 
Eyes un-difcrete, and glad to look 


On rivals, whom I cannot brook, 
CVII 
PAN 
ANOETO OI KOPYNHN 


(ANON. v, 87) 


Ur Pan hath made thee, Bacchus, heir 
To his fawn-fkins and crook : 
For, taken in fome heart-affair, 
Thy dance he hath forfook. 
He, mad for Echo, is aftray : 
But pardon him, and note 
That thou thyfelf didft on a day 
Row in the felf-fame boat. 


(71) 


CVIill 


YOUTH 
AOYZAMENO! MPOAIKH 
[RVFINVS : V, 12] 
Aving bathed, and bound our hair, 
Prodiké, with chaplet fair, 


Lift we larger cups of fweet 
Chian, to be taken neat. 


Short is this our life of gladnefs; 

Ere long will old age with fadnefs 
Check the remnaunt. Then, my friend, 
Look for death: and there an end. 


CiXx 
SIESTA 
AXHEIZ TETTIE 
[MELEAGER : vij, 196] 
H ! voiceful cricket, drunken 
With dew-drop, wont to play 


Thy ruftic fong, that parleth 
O’er lonely bank and brae, 
High perch’d on tip of green-leaf, 
Thou, with thy fwarthy kin, 
And faw-like fhank-piece, pluckeft 
Thy ringing mandolin. 
(72) 


Well, fweeting, prithee utter 
A new lay, to infpire 

The Wood-Nymphs: and, in an{wer 
To Pan pipe, tune thy lyre: 


That I, avoiding Eros, 
May {natch a nap, full fain, 
At high noon-day reclining 
Beneath a fhady plane. 


CX 


A GROVE 


AAXOX A’ QE IKOMEXOA 
(PLATO : ANTH. PLAN. 210) 


O a fhady fhaw we came, 
And difcover’d in the fame 
Cypris fon, was there to view 
Apple like of ruffet hue. 
Quiver, bow, and arrow he 
Had fufpended from a tree. 
While himfelf, mid rofer gay 
Smiling, faft on flumber lay, 
Golden bees o’er-head feek mel 
On his {weet lip for their cell. 


(73) 


CXI 


XAN'THIPPE 
WAAMOZ KAI AAAIH 


(PHILODEMOS: Vv, 131) 


Anthippe’s voice, lay, tell-tale look & lyre, 
And [O my foul] her now but dormant fire, 
Will {corch thee yet ; whence, how & whenadays 
Whoknows? But, caitiff, wait & feel the blaze. 


XII 
USED UP 


OYK EIM’ OYA’ ETEQN 


(ASKLEPIADES : vj, 46) 


Ot two-and-twenty yet I be, 

But of my life I tire: 
Why, Amoretti, hurt ye me, 

And fet my heart a-fire? 


For, Amoretti, what would you, 

If death, peraunter, met me? 
Ye ’d play at dice as hitherto, 

[’ Tis certain] and forget me. 


(74) 


CXIII 


ARISTE 
MHNH XPYZOKEPQE 
[MARCVS ARGENTARIVS: v, 16] 


"\Hou, golden-hornéd moon, canft well atteft, 
Andye, fire-ftars, that fhow on Ocean’s breaft, 
Bear witnefs how Arifté, fweet as myrrh, 
Has gone, and put me far away from her. 


Since then fix days are paft; and I, her lover, 
Have fail’d my fair enchantrefs to difcover. 
But now, for thorough fearch, I'll fet a pack 
Of Cypris’ filver fleuth-hounds on her track. 
CXIV 
TWO TO ONE 
QHAIZMAI NPOX EPQTA 
(RVFINVS : V, 93) 


O combat Love, my armour 

Is Reafon’s coat of mail : 
Thus Love in fingle conflict 

Shall o’er me ne’er prevail. 


But if he callin Bacchus, 


His fecond and ally, 
Immortals twain againft me, 
One mortal, what can J? 


(75) 


CXV 
TIME, THE AVENGER 
OYTQZ YANQZAIZ 
[KALLIMACHOS : V, 23] 
Hus mayft thou fleep, Konopion, 
E’en as difconfolate 


As thou doft make me flumber, 
A-fhivering at thy gate. 


Thus mayft thou fleep, falfe lady, 
As now thou lulleft me, 

Thy leman;thou ne’er fhowing 
One dream of fympathy, 


I have thy neighbours’ pity, 
Not thine: but hoary hair 
Shall by and by remind thee 
Of all this whole affair. 


CXVI 


THE SLAVE-DRIVER 
AEINOZ EPQZ 
[MELEAGER :v, 176] 


Ove is cruel, cruel, yea: 

Groaning oft, what ufe to fay 
Thoufand thoufand times a day, 
Love he hath a cruel way? 


(76) 


For, in footh, this glads the boy: 
Much abufe but gives him joy: 
If I utter words of ftrife, 

Tis to him as meat to life. 


And ’tis marvellous in our eyes, 
How Dame Venus, which did rife 
From the deep blue ocean, came 
Out of foam to gender flame. 


CXVII 
HONEY-BEE 


ANOOAIAITE MEAIZZA 
[MELEAGER: Vv, 163] 


Loom-fed bee, why doft thou feek 
Touch of Heliodora’s cheek, 
Utterly abandoning 
Chaliced flowers that bud in fpring? 


Mean’ft thou that e’en Cupid’s dart, 
Paft endurance, fting of heart, 
Bitter ay as tafte of gall, 

Yet hath fweetnefs therewithal ? 
Yes; me think thou fayeft, Yea. 

Ah! fond lover, hence away ! 

Get thee homeward! We, heigho! 
Knew thy meflage long ago. 


(77) 


~CXVIII 


THE ORACLE 
HAH O1IATATE 
[MARCVS ARGENTARIVS: Vi, 333] 


Nd mean’ft thou, dear mine oil-lamp, 
A Juft now by fneezing thrice, 
Antigoné, my fweet-heart, 

Is coming in a trice? 
If fo, befide his tripod, 

I fhall compare thee, then, 
With mighty King Apollo, 

True oracle to men. 


CxXIx 


PHYLLIS 
OMMATA ®YAAIZ 
[KkomeTas: v, 265] 
Or: Phyllis track’d the barque that bare 
Deméphosn, who falfely {ware 
To come again, nor leave her: 
But now afhore, ’tis other ways: 


The man is true, while Phyllis plays 
The fair, but falfe, deceiver. 


(78) 


CXX 
A MATCH 
OYTOZ O TON AAAON 
(ANON. iv, 209) 


Ou that fan the fmoking cinder, 

Light for lantern fo to raife, 
Light it from my heart, as tinder, 

Here already full in blaze. 


CXXI 


WOUNDED 
EAKOX EXQ 
[MAKEDONIOS: v, 225] 


Am a wounded lover, 

And from my wound there flows 
The tear-drop of my life-blood : 

My gafh no ftaunching knows. 


For I am at my wits’ end 
Through mifery indeed ; 
And no Maehaon falves me 
With balm fuch as I need. 
Maid, be my true Achilles ; 
See Telephus in me; 
And with thy beauty quiet 
My heart-fore, due to thee. 


MY fe) 


CXXII 
ROSE-GIRL 
H TA POAA’ 


[pionysios : v, 81] 
Hou rofe- girl, fair as any rofe, 
What hawkeft thou? Say, whether 
Thy fair-fhip, or the flower that blows? 
Or felf and rofe together? 


CXXIII 
KILL, OR CURE 
H TO @lAEIN 
[LVcILIVs, 07 POLEMON: v, 81] 


Nee for all I fay, Adieu, Love! 
Save I gain her as my true-love, 
Eros, view my paflion ; end it, 
Or with love requited blend it. 


CXXIV 
A CRUEL 
I=ON EXEIX 
(MELEAGER : Vv, 95) 


Hy kifs is as the lime-rod cruel, 
Thine eyes are coals alive ; 
Thy look, Timarion, is as fuel, 
Thy touch as brazen gyve. 


(80) 


CXXV 
RECIPE 
OTAN OEAH TIZ 
(PALLADAS : 1x, 508) 


Hofo would fee a merry day, 
Hath but to meet thee on his way : 
But who a forry day would fpend, 
Not meeting thee, attains his end. 


CXXVI © 
VERBVM SAPIENTI 
NAAZTON EXEIZ 
[paLLapas : ix, 385] 


Our love for me is feignéd ; 
You kifs, by fear conftrainéd : 
But love-knot, thus adjutted, 
Can leaft of all be trufted. 


CXXVII 
FEMINA . 
NAZA FYNH 
[ANON. x, 120] 
Ore than man, each woman’s heart 


Feels the fting of Eros’ dart : 
But fhe hides her love for fhame, 
Madly loving all the fame. 
(81) 


CXXVITI 
. SHE-DRAGON 
SEY SEY, KA] TOAAAHMA 
[PAVLVs SILENTIARIVS : V, 262] 


H! Envy, love, forbids us 

If but one honied word; 
Barrs privy looks, that tell tales, 

Although no f{peech be heard. 
Here ftanding we do marvel 

To view a crony nigh, 
Like Argos, I6’s cow-herd, 

On guard with many an eye. 
Stand there, {py from thy watch-tower; 

Dame, rend thy heart for nought : 
Within thy range of eye-fight 

Our fouls can ne’er be brought. 


CXXIX 
WHO IS SHE? 
AIE! MOI AINE! 
(MELEAGER : V, 212) 

Lway buzzing in mine ear 

Sound of Eros do I hear: 
While, for love-fick thoughts, mine eyes 
Sweetly gufh in filent wife. 


(82) 


Neither night nor day, I vow, 
Grant me reft; for fome where now 
Is a well-known form, by art 
Magick, ftamp’d upon my heart. 
Wingéd Loves, how is ’t ye ken 
Thus to {woop on haplefs men? 
But, for flight away, your ftrength 
Cannot e’en one furrow-length. 


CXXX 
LOVE & MUSICK 
AAY MEAOX 


[MELEAGER : Vv, 139] 


Weet melodie, Zenophil€é, 

Upon the harp thou makeft; 
O’er-{weet, by Pan th’ Areadiin, 

The tune is that thou wakeft. 


Ha! Whither may I from thee? Say. 
On every hand befide me 

The Loves ne’er ceafe to vex my peace, 
B’en breathing-{pace denied me. 

For with thy form my heart by ftorm 
Was ta’en, or with thy lyre-a, 

Or grace, or how fay I? ’I'was thou: 
Thy whole felf lit my fire-a. 


(83) 


CXXXI 
HANDICAPT 


®EYTEIN AEI TON EPQTA 
(aRcHtAs : v, 58) 


Ove muft be efchew’d: ye fay. . 
Vain the tafk; becaufe how may 
Man afoot, hard-hunted, fhun 
An immortal wingéd one? 


CXXXII 


TO WORLD’S END 
El KAl THAOTEPQ 
[PAVLVS SILENTIARIVS : V, 201 | 


"En if thou plant thy foot beyond 
Afar-off Meroé, 

On mighty wings of Love, thy fond 
True-love, I’ll fly to thee. 


E’en if thou walk the Eaft countré, 
Where dawneth day [whofe hue 

Is thine], o’er countlefs leagues I’ll be 
Afoot, thee there to view. 


(84) 


CXXXIII 
WEDDED BLISS 
TH NAGIH ZTEPANOY2 
[aGaTHIAs: vi, 59] 


Or Venus are the garlands; 
For Pallas are the curls: 
i Fr Artemis this girdle 

| Kallirrhoé unfurls. 


yy or fhe hath found the hufband 
| Of her defire, her joy; 
And, come in youth to wifdom, 


Hath borne a baby-boy. 


% 


FINIS 


(85) 


ALPHABETICAL INDEX 


A lily white I’de be .., 

A pink rofe I would be 

A wreath, a wreath ! white violet 
Ah! envy, Love, forbids us 

Ah! voiceful cricket, drunken ... 
All night long I lie moaning 

All things about thee I adore 
Alone the Amoretti 

Athenion fang to me, anent 
Although, fweet-breathing Ifias 
Alway buzzing in mine ear 

And doft thou, too, Philinna 

And mean’ft thou, dear mine oil-lamp ... 
As for fweetnefs, far above 


‘Avoid extremes,’ a wife man {aid 


(86 ) 


Be Eros witnef$ : lay my choice 
Beldam, nurfe to Phile, why ... 
Bloom-fed bee, why doft thou feek 
_ Ceafe firing, Eros, at my heart 
| Conftance, but only fo in name 
Cried I not aloud to thee 

Doris, having pluckt a hair 

Doth fillet bind thy locks? In fay 
Drink thou, Afklepiades ; 
F’en if thou plant thy foot beyond 
E’en Love himfelf, who flies 
Epikydes, on the chace ... 
Eros and Need (the pair) 

Eros, whom I keep and rear 
Fading is the garland round 

Fain of Atreus’ bairns I’de fing 
_ Fare thee well! Lucifer 

Fill up! Say twice 

For thee herfelf Cythera 
For thee, my love, this kerchief ~ 
For Venus are the garlands 
Fowl, wherefore haft thou reft me 
Galatea tother night 


Go take thy war-thaft, Cyprus “be ce 


Grey dawn, adverfe to love’s emprife .. 


(87) 


Grey dawn is gone, Chryfilla dear 
Grey dawn, to love un-toward, why 
Ha! fuffering foul, now frieft 
Having bathed, and bound our hair 
Here is Leander’s ferry 

Here mantled is the country 
Hither, neath this plane-tree, weary 
I am a wounded lover 

I am down; thou cruel deil 

I am no fot : but thou haft fkill 

I loved a maid of Paphos ifle 

I faid fo e’en before now 

I {ware fore heaven, O damfel ba 
If a mad dog bite a man t 

If, Love, thou fcorch my foul fo oft 
If to the failor on the fea 

In my heart hath none but Eros 
Jar of Athens, drip thy dewy 

Keen to learn if I had got 
Kidnapt. Who, except a favage 
Laying down his torch & bow .., 
Let Meliffa deny Cupid’s arrow 

Lo Prodike ; for, by good luck 
Long, Eros, mayft thou fleep 

Long time tarries Kleophantis .., 


(87) 


Love hath no law in warfare 
Love is cruel, cruel, yea D, 
Love muft be efchew’d, ye fay ... 
Mary’s lovely, but I ween 


‘Mighty Cypris ftood one day 


Moon, noéturnal queen my 
Mote preferr’d by me, Philinna 

More than man each woman’s heart 

My Hefiod book one day 

Nay, nay, by Demo’s lock of hair 

Need and Love difturb my days 

Night alone fhall witnefs bear 

Niko, houfehold word to all 

No rofe requireth garland 

Not two and twenty yet I be 

Not yet is thy fummer ftript 

Now the violet is blowing 

On a day that little thief 

Once for all I fay, Adieu, love 

Once I loved: and who hath not 

Once Phyllis track’d the barque, that bare 
Our Pan hath made thee, Bacchus, heir 
Oyez! Now, e’en now, the child 

Prithee, Eros, let mine acheful 

Phyllis is a little lafs 


aa 
UPB 


Rich Socrates, thou once 

Rufinus to my {weeteft heart 

Seek not in thefe leaves of mine 

Sell him flumb’ring, ftill at reft 

Should thy ringlets, O my queen 

Shun this archer Eros’ dart 

Shun this bow-man as your foe-man 

Spake Venus to the Mufes nine 

Sweet in fummer thirfty fouls 

Sweet melodie Zenophile 

Still a babe in arms, one day 

Sweetly glad the goblet is 

Tell her, Dorcas, once, yea, twice 

Ten cups, boy, will I have ye fill 

The gallant, proud as turkey-cock 

Thee offer of {weet myrrh I make 

There, there, my garlands, hang ye 

Three were the Graces 

Three-fold of yore, three-fold, no more 

Tho’, as youth, I renounced 

Thou, golden-horned moon 

Thou rofe-girl, fair as any rofe 

Thus mayft thou fleep, Konopion 

Thrice older than a corbie 

Thy blue fparkling eyes, fair lafs 
(9°) 


it Thy kifs is as the lime-rod cruel 


AeA To a fhady fhaw we came 


_ To combat Love, my armour 


_ To-morrow I’ll look on thee, fir 
_ T’ward evenfall with lufcious lip 
. ws Vain-faced Rhodope, when I 

- When time to fay, Adieu! love 


44 


When ’twas time to take my leave 
hal 


» While a fubtil wreath I tied 


i Why ftrange if Love, the fhooter 
ab Hy be 
iW _ Why woe-begone, and wherefore tear 


a 
_ Whofo would fee a merry day .., 


Xanthippe’s voice, lay, tell-tale look 


i Ye argofies with goodly freights ° 
Ye Loves, whate’er is left me 


| Yes, Eros, I {wear it, by Cypris here 
AM, Yefterday’s wine-party o’er 

You that fan the f{moking cinder 
Young men have not fo heavy ... 


_ Your love for me is feigned 


(91) 


i Why {pare thy maiden-hood for nought 


So 
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ERRATA 


@ Ox page 14, “ine 22, read Moiris halfed 
me; om p. 31, 415, MAPMENIZ; o7 p, 35,4 
10, after above turn the full point into a com= 
ma; on p. 37,4. 11, lege O OPALYE YVAYXHN 
TE; on” p. 62, 2.5, delete a the; on the page 
facing 89, the no. thereof foould be 88, not 87, 
On p. 26, 2. 5, Atklepiades’ wame is mif-fpelt, 


ce i a RSE 


ae 


ng 


= 
Bie Rua 

ae 
hy. 
By 


